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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
8 i 


Governor Mr. Gakx DN ER. 
The Podeſto, 2 Mr. Boorn. 


Frederick, = — Mr. WIILIAusox. 
Pompeio, = - - - Mr, J. BAN NISTER. 
Uluzales, «= - - Mr. SworDs, 
Cricolo, = - Mr. EDwin. 
Giacomo, - - - Mr. R. PALMER. 
Junk, - - Mr. Meapows, 
Weatherbang, - -<- Mr. Davits, 
Jollyboat, - - Mr. Brxerr. 
Dandolo, — Mr. Gavpry, 
Moroſini, 3 - o Mr. Lyons, 
Meſſenger, = - - Mr, Palxrxx. 
WOMEN, 

Stella, - - - Mrs. BANNISTER. 
Dora, - - - Mrs. CurrER. 


Baba, — = - Mrs. SesTiNn. 


Antonietta, + - » Mrs. WzBt, 
Tereſa, - — - . Miſs, Gonk. | 
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SONGS, CHORUSSES &c. 


IN 


» 


The STEGE of CURZOL A. 


er 
AIR I. Podeſto. 


Co ME follow my lords and my ladies gay, 
Come, come on the green- ward foot it away! 
For as life is too ſhort, tis if dull, too long: 
So while I can warble, this be my ſong. 


CHORUS. 


Dance, ſing, and play, 
Foot it away, 
Tho' grave to-morrow, be merry to-day. 
II. 
Come hither ſweet prude with a leering eye, 
From its downcaſt lid give your tongue the lie; 


Nor from your gravity need you depart, 
Tho' the ſqueeze of a hand ſhall melt your heart. 


Dance, ſing, and play, &c. 
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111. 


Coquettes with a rattle play off the fan, 

At chis, that, C other, and every __ 4 
Tho'you ſtumble and ſtare, and giggle * blink, 
To one only tip the ſignificant wi 


Dance, ſing, and Play, Kc. | 


I 4 
TH 


Ye chink Bens ſo brittle * Shade. 

In a grin ſhew good humour and teeth ſo white; 
And dangling Captains polite and brave, 

With a demme, madam, your humble ſlave. 


| Dance, ſing, and play, &c. 


A ER II. I. I. 


SWEET Ladies look, admire, behold, 


Ah ! ſee how hantfome, ſmart, and bold ; ; 
In feats of Wer, and fears of Love, 
He's harmleſs as a turtle doye; 

Colonel of the thouſand Graces, 

Guard of pretty ladies faces, 

At bugle, ſpangle, gauze, or fan, 

For toilette ſervice he's the man: 

Great Cæſar and his rugged hoſt, 

Their veni, vidi, vici, boaſt; oY 
Whilſt our Captains of the day, 


But come and -en -anteh away. 


AIR 


C 3 
A I R III. — ere. 


OH when I was a little fool, 
A ſilly thing was I, 
The criſs-crols row and work at ſchool, 
In ſampler made me cry : 
The tear would flow, when naughty boy 
Did melt my waxen doll, 
Or turkey cock my peace annoy, 
Or finger bit by Poll. 
et pain is pleaſure till we prove 
The ſweet and pleaſing pain of Love. 


— 
lay mate did new ribband get, 
11 little heart would ſwell; 
If my new cap the rain did wet, 
No tongue my grief cou'd tell: 
To fair, or wake, when maids would go, 
Tereſa left behind; 
Or dreſs'd out nice to ſee the ſhow, 
-Lown it hurt my mind. 
Yet pain is pleaſure till we prove 
The ſweet and pleaſing pain of Love. 


———ññ... ]2ĩ— 
AIR IV, 


MY father he was a good fellow, but yet ſome- 
thing older than me, 

My mother a little good woman, and a good 
little woman was ſhe ; 


Cricolo. 


1 
My Dad becauſe he was a gentleman, tho' with- 
out any great ſtore of pelf, 
Bequearh! d me a very long 1 — and left 
een | 


II. 
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111. 
This daddy he made me a Barber, and well 1 
cou'd powder and ſhave, 


I then turn'd gentleman's gentleman, ſo prettily 
I cou'd behave; 


\ 


IV. 
I next went to wait on a lady fins, when ſhe 
dreſs'd for cards, concert, or lis 
My curling iron always being ready, it's often I 
frizzled her wig. 


V. 


I kiſs'd her one morning, ſhe ſquall'd out, I then 


was as mum as a mouſe ; 
Says ſhe he's a very neat barber, but pray kick 
him out of my houſe: 


7 


A Doctor I turn'd in our village, of many good 


atients cou'd boaſt, 
Their pulſes 1 felt, and their noſes, and cur'd 
'em with powder of poſt. | 


| VII, 
My prentice made up all my bottles, but whe- 
ther to cure or to kill, 
That buſineſs 1 left to the grave digger, twas 
mine oe to bring in my bill: 


VIII, 


For my country 1 ſhoulder my muſket, my 
razor and peſtle I dro 
If an enemy ever invade us, Mi 'll bravely go hide 


in my ſhop. 1 
A 


1 
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IN faney let nature delight, 
Her fields and her flow'rets may change, 


Soft breezes thro” groves wing their fligkt, 


And her brooks thro' her meadows may range. 
The lark in her ſunbeam may ſing, 

Tho' mute in her manſion of ſnow ; 
Yet love from its bloſom of ſpring _ 

No change or cold winter ſhall Know. 


11. 


Ye maidens more happy than I, 
Poſſeſs'd of the youth you hold dear; 

From love can you ſpare me a — 
With mine, will you mingle a tear? 

Ah no! for that heart cannot feel 
That never has loſt its repoſe; 

To friendſhip then let me reveal 
The ſorrows that love only knows. 


a 


Weatherbang, Junk, Tereſa, Cricolo, the Podeſto, 
Jollyboat. 


Jolly. There lives a maiden at Wapping wall, 
The ſign of the bell, 

Funk, [ know it full well. | 
Weath. Her hips ſo round, her waſte ſo ſmall. 
Junk. And that theſe loving arms can tell. 
VVeatb. With a foaming tankard in hand, 


Folly. 


— — —H 


—— 2 — ea” 


C's.» 


Folh. She's welcome as the firſt ſight of land, 
When ſhe cries to me, 
My dear, here's to thee, 


Hip merrily goes it round. 
When ſhe cries to me, &c. 
Podefto. Go call my conftables, 
Weath.  Meſlmate Junk. 
Junk. I'm all agog, 
For a bowl of grog, . 
How are We now? 
Cricolo. Why Sir you're drunk; 
Jour hand old boy! " 
Podeſto. What an impudent dog! 
Tereſa. You're welcome Sir to a flaſk or can; 
What cou'd I refuſe to an Engliſhman ? 
Cricolo. Say to none but me, 
| : My dear here's to thee ! 
| Hip merrily goes it round. 
| CHORUS. 
. | Say to none but me, &c. 
| [ | | 111. 
1 padeto can Rekha well maintain her night? 
1 | Cricolo. In glory's liſt, 
| „ Each foe reſiſt: 
| . Tereſa. Oh can they dance ? 
11 Ciricolo. Or can they fight? 
5 | Junk. See here a leg! 
Meatb. See here a fiſt! 


. Podeſto. Suppoſe they invade fair London town? 
Cricolo. _ what would you do? 
Weath. 


| 1 


” 
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Weath. We'd knock them down ! 
| So ſay to me, 
My boy, here's hes! 
Hip, merrily goes it round. 
CHORUS. 


So ſay to me, 
My boy here's to thee ! 
Hip yk goes it round, 


IND QF FIRST ACT. 
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| Tu Captain ſee a ranting blade 

| Expert at grand manceuvre; 

| My march the pride of our PRs 
My bow could grace the Louvre. 


In taſte and ton, no travel'd Mac 

Of joint ſhall put my noſe out; 
At ſhrug and grin, I've got the knack, 
And ſee I turn my toes out. 

With a ran tan, pip pop, tweedle, 


Full can, tip top, diddle, 


Nan fan, hip hop, Fiddle. 
| Thus we ſkip it up, trip it up, keep it up boys, 
| And rattle up all before us. 
. 8 7 3 


Through Park, or Mall, as I paſs by 
Each fair I ſtrike with wonder, 
Beneath a hat, or roguiſh eye, 
Wich ogle I peep under. 
No tactics dull in peace or war 
= My ſprightly thought entangle, 
And while I hold my ſweet guittar, 
My ſword at heels may dangle. 


8 9 | With 


1 | = 


With a ran, tan, pip pop, tweedle, 
Full can, tip top, diddle, 
Nan fan, hip hop, fiddle, 
Thus we ſkip it up, trip it up, keep it op n, 
And rattle up all before us. 


III 
My dear and I lead up the, ball, 
For that's the Captain's due, Sir! 
My head is puff'd with Mareſchal, 
I ſport a noble queue Sir! 
I ſigh and ſqueeze my chapeau bras, 
| No more 1 block. a. beaver. & = 
The whiſper 7 how fine—Oh la! 
They're right, I'm monſtrous clever. 
With my ran tan, pip pop, tweedle, 
Full can, tip top, diddle, 
Nan fan, hip hop, fiddle. 


Thus we ſkip it up, trip it up, et it up boys, 
782 And rattle up all Before us. 
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AIR II.— Bala. 


SEE Flora's bowers, 
Deck'd in flowers; 
Tho' gay the hill, the dale, and pred 
Yer Sol Feen ; 
The landſcape chearing, 
His ſmiles can 2 charm improve. 
So nature bleſſing, | : 
How ſweet poſſeſſing! | 


If but enjoy'd with thoſe we love. | 
| C AIR 


Po” bs 


J 
ATN III. 


Baba, C ricolo, Podeſto. 


Baba. Ah! polite and debonnair, 
Crioclo. Oh ſweet lady kind and fair. 
Baba. Can you for love quit your ſwords and 
your bombs, | 
| Swear to die at beauties feet ? 
Cricolo. By pomatum ſoft and ſweet. 


Baba. Lord, what an oath ! 

Cricolo. | Then by thunder of drums ! 

Babs. Warbling cadence ! 

Cricolo. L ofty caper! N 
Baba. Martial look, 

Cricolo. © And gentle rapier. 

Baba. Teeth diſplay to laugh and ſing, 

Cricolo. Snuff to ſhew my diamond ring! 


Baba. Ombre with a lady, be ſure let her win, 


Cricolo. Every thing ſhe does or ſays 
5 All with rapture will I praiſe. 
Baba. Charming, to prove this! 

Cricolo. Then let us begin. 


Podeſto. Fore. gad, this is juſt as it ſhould be; 


How like you the Captain, my dear? 

A Aide to Baba. 
You've acted as gallant as cou'd be: 

| 1 [apart to Cricolo. 

Be bold and you've nothing to fear. 


Cricolo. But if ſhe finds out I'm a barber, 


She may be for combing my locks. 
[ apart to the Podeſto. 


: Pedeſto. Such fears let your noddle not harbour, 


My cock of all captainly cocks. 
? 5 i Fx Baba, 


(11 ) 


Baba. Oh how polite and debonnaire, 
Cricolo, Oh how polite my lady fair! 
Podeſto, Oh, how polite our modiſh pair! 


| Cricolo, and Baba. 
Graceful Minuet ſliding move, | — 4 
F'ddlers play ſweet ſtrains of love; j 
Soft hautboys ſound out tranſports to prove. | 
Oh what happineſs is this ! | 
Drink and laugh toy and kiſs, 
Where is pleaſure, if this 1s not bliſs? 
Fodeſto. Oh well done barber, a captain you'll 
prove, | 


Oh well done barber, &c. 


AIR IV. —Jollyboat. 


THE night comes on without a ſtar, ; 
Hoarſe murmurs from the main afar, 
A warning ſend, 
And as her threats increaſe 
In humble ſuit for peace, 
To kiſs the angry wave in vain, behold the loft 
mainmaſt bend. 


A ſtorm the roaring winds proclaim, 
The herald's voice in thunder's drown'd, 
The torrent pours and ſheets of flame 
O'erſpread the. dreadful proſpect round. 
The ſhip unruly ſcorns'command, 
And quaffs whole ſeas of brine, 
The rudder flies the coxen's hand, 
To form an univerſal wreck the elements com- 
bine. | 
Be 


| ( 12 ) | 
Be ſkies of ſea, and ſeas of ſkies afraid, 
The Britiſh tar alone ſtands undiſimay'd ; 
Nor beats his heart amidſt the general roar, 
But for the lovely maid he left on ſhore : 


When fops ſhall cry, for you my dear I burn, 
Leet Poll ne'er ſigh but for her Jack's return. 


ha. 


' 
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AIR V.—Funk. 
l once was neat and tight, . 
Tho' now I'm out of date, 
I learn'd to read and write, 
And cypher on my ſlate. 
Tho' I was mother's joy, 
My father ſaid to Fa 
Our Jack's a drunken boy | 
And he ſhall go to ſea. 
Hip, ho, I'm ſpunk, 
Hey ſober, hey drunk ! 
And that's the humour of tipſey Jack Junk. 


11. 
My Molly looking grum, 
Crying go you boozing chap; 
Yet in a glaſs of rum 
Pray wou'd ſhe waſh her cap? 
When wiſhing for to toy 
Il! I ſteps me up to the, | 
'T was go you drunken boy, 
Go get along to ſea. 
Tip, ho! I'm ſpunk, &c. 


W hen 
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When my firſt trip I ſteer, + 
Jamaica ho, fo ſtout; 

My venture was good beer, 
 T/drank my venture out. 
On yard or hammock ſwung, 

Tis all alike to me, 
My drunken boys among, 
No life like Jack at ſca. 
Hip, ho! I'm ſpunk, 
Hey ſober, hey drunk, 
And that's the humour of tipſey Jack Junk. 


TEND , 
AIR VI. 


Ho- my dreſs perhaps is homely, 
And no ſweets perfume my hair, 
Yer | know my face is comely, 
Gay my manners, ſhape, and air ; 
Men of taſte, when they behold me, 
Swear.I'm pretty and all that, 
Tho' I doubt ſome fibs are told me, 
Tet beſure I know what's what. 


Tereſa. 


Al VII==T ereſa and Junk, 


Junk. My girl, d'ye ſee? 

Tereſa, Don't talk to me. 
Funk, l'll have you laid in limbo. 
Tereſa,  _ So low to ſtoop, 


| 


Funk, 


- 
r 2 


Fe 
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Junk. She's cock-a-hoop, 
Her bows are ſet 3 
I'll box your compaſs well, my dear. 


Tereſa. I'll box your chops. 
Funk. | You will ?— 
Tereſa. I Will. 0 
Junk. Hud b 80d cruel ſoul. 
Yo! Yo! 

Tereſa. | Hop off, my water-fowl. 

| Go, go. 

32 * 

Funk. My ſweet lobſcouſe, 

ereſa. Why, huſband, ſpouſe; 
Junk. My dainty falmagundy! 

Tereſa. Where is the ſot? 

Junk. We want him not; 


I never ſhave but Sunday. 
Bath. Hard-hearted, &c. 
Hop off, &c. &c. 


———— — ——— 


AIR VIII. Four Voices. 


Cricolo, Tereſa, Funk, Jollyboat. 


Follyboat. If a good friend, you'd make him go 
mingle a bowl— 


Funk. With brandy. 


Cricolo © I've none, Sir. 
Junk. T Then wine let it be. 
Cricolo. Of ſea- room an ocean to tumble and 
f roll, 
Like Pharoah, I'll fouſe you, boys, in 
a red ſoa, 


Chorus. Like Pharoah, &c. &c. | 
| | IF, 


(1 


Tereſa. If my face 1 vie drinking, the bowl 

— HE to my head, 

Alarm'd I ſhall be at a fair one ſo red. 

Follyb. Then drink and admire it, and * 

| rily ſing, 

A face ſure ſo pretty deſeryes this aol 
in 


Chorus. Then drink and admire, &. 


Al R IX. Finale. r 
0 Funk, Weatberbang, Baba, Cricolo, Podeſto, 
. Tereſa, and Follyboat. | 


FollybG. A coward mean as ever ran 
From Linſtock match, or brimming 


gue... 


can; 
Junk. Of jay or owl, 
15 I'll pluck ſuch fowl, 
Till I become a feather man. 
Mb, „ Of jay or owl, &c. 


Cricolo. My wife you ſee's a trinket rare, 
| My boy, Ill truſt her to your care. 
What you, you goat! 
. Here, Jollyboart, 
While Þ gallant this lady fair. 


All, What you, &c. 
Tereſa. Ay, you and ſhe may, tramp to 
Rome, 
Since things are ſo, my ſailor come; 
If huſbandsplay 


Abroad ſo gay, 
The wife ſhould merry be at home. 
All. If huſbands, &c. 
3 | Baba. 
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Baba. A word, old Signor, do you FEE 
N Tour ſon no more muſt ſpeak to me; 
Signor, your hand, 
Here you commard 
5 My only Caro Ciceſbee. 
AI. Signor, your hand, &c. 
Podeſio. My ſon ] fear's a worthleſs elf, 
No more for him I hoard my pell ; ; 
f : J'Þ turn a beau. 
A courting go, 
7 And get a girl myſelf. 
All. WE turn a beau, &c. 
Weath. I'II tell you how it's done with us; 
We ſay ſweet laſs, will ge's a buſs? 
She flies a-pace, 
We give her chace, 


A kiſs——then ſhe runs after us. 
All. She 18 apace, &c. 


. 
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ACT III. 
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NS wiſe men all declare. 

Of the thing ſo ſtiange and rare, 
The globe ſearch round, thro” fe Nature's 
| law, „ = | 

A woman bears the bell; 5 

And why they cannot tell; 
'Tis the myſtical charms c of the 1 ne + ſeai quoe;, 


11. 


See the Ducheſs Queen of love, 
The graceful minuet move. 
What pencil or pen can ſuch beauties draw ? 
Say why each heart is fir d, 
And why by all admir'd, 
For the myſtical charms of the — ſcai quoi. 


111. 


The lovely city dame, 
Dear cauſe of many a flame; 
Each ſmart ſwears he ne er ſich beauty ſaw: 
Say what the lovers prize, 
Coral lips or brilliant eyes, 


Toy the 180 ical We of the * ne «png quoi, 


: - IV. 


Behold the village maid, 


By Nature's hand array d, 
'I D - In 


* 


(43 ) 


In her ſtockings green, and her hat of ſtraw j 
Is love in dimples ſleek, 
Or the roſes of her cheek ? 

No, the myſtical charms of her Je ne ſeal quoi, 


es r 
. o 


A 1 R u... ge * 


WHAT ſweet ſenſation _ 1 4, 
_ Riſes in my brealt! 
Soft palpitation 
Now is Baba's gueſt, . 
Ne'er mind men, 
You'll find men, 
Decxivers at the beſt. 


11. 
My ſmiles may chear 
Your hope, tis true, 


I love my dear, 


But 'tis not ou. 
Ceaſe heart- beating, p 
Ever repeating . ii vm 4% 3 


Pop, pop, pop, 
It never ſtop. - 


What ſweet ſenſation ! &c. 


AIR III. 


Baba, Tereſa, Cricolo, at the * * 


Baba, OH dear! what's the meaning woman, 
what the deuce! 
I'm all tremulation, where's my Eau 


de luce? 


Tereſa. 


* 


6299 


Terea Mam, ſtep ta your cloſet, 'if you 
want your drops, ; 


Whip, up the thimble, down the 
— 1 ms 
Cric. W che abe hall now w win 
the day, 


In 1 Pl peep out and wiſh em 


Tereſa. You cruel ee e you barbarous 


youth, [ crying. 
Ils chis all your kiſſes, your vows, and 
your truth? 


Baba. Adieu! dear Philander, Ma am, | give 


you joy. 


T Toe. Deſpis'd for a rrinket lady-bird, gay 


« 5101 Lerch 
Cric. How' dearly: they love mes I'm fuck i a 
12 [edt pretty bbyl - 
Baba. F arewell, ſweet Servanta longer e, can't 


24 29531 I ſtay. 0 
T rreſa, Then pray, feet Signora, tale yourſelf 
away. 7610 : 1 Dong! 
Cric. E tell you, good wife, you'rex:rrouble- 
ſome jade, LOI 1 
And but For your folly, my fortune 
was made. 


gert. ur fortune was made. 


Cric. + You're a troubleſome Jade, 
Baba. I'm vaſtly afraid; 
Im all e where's my Eau 
de luce? 


Te aſt To take off my huſband, how now 
what the deuce! 
D 2 Cric. 


J 
| 1] 
: 

b 


Les) 


Cric. — . e cody for, all 
this abuſes}, HOT AH 
Terejar buecher ahedeuce NN 


Baba. My Eau e luce. 
eric. lere ret in rm 
85 M13 
ten“ iv bas 1:9 qq 11 1 Al of 
| Flt 
2UUTETIBG WOT EY Fino 112 v4 T eue 
| 1 


1 A 1 Re [ur Weatherbang, a ' Follybear. 


140i TIO 


Ay; p 1 n « 4 211. Mi 189 185 0 : 
IN May, dle Canoes,” ad eight _ 
* Far) £43 eight, - 931, | 12 8 101 1 C5 15 1 * Y 


Tees Philip, the Engliſh Il . ; 


I've take it into my Majeſty's pate, 


a av; 
41 111 


And their ”"_ erate ſhall tum- 
3133 ble. Fe tout: iran ind 
They Lords of the ſea! then this ſeeprre he 
28 heck, 10 9170 S W Ig 13; 2 

I'll prove it an arrant eee 5 
By Neptune, L'Il. ſuice g them. allafito: 4 nook; - 

With invincible Spaniſh Armado. : 

1/7101 yam Hol 2997 nt 20 bnA 


„ © $5 -/ 


11.05 N 287 


This fe, then Gil gehe 2 the w Winds they 


As : 4443) "400 ex; — * * 
81 ns Jars es, atter ; 1 
9 34:4 4D 


10 Jes, i the © wanted to 
„Gil her LPR, ate dar hat's the 


14 135 91 


| wt) 205 DI +. They. 


4 a1) 


- 


They ſay, my good Queen, ho Howard 


ſo ſtout, 
The Spaniard-has drawn; his toledo;z {7 1 | 
Cock ſure that he'll churap us, and kick us 
aboutonink 0 12 OO le * a 
Wich invingipgg Spavith Annado, 


. Ti ; 


The Lord Mayor. of Le a, very wiſe man, 
What to do in this caſe vaſtly wonder'd ; 
Says the Queen, ſend in fifty good ſhips, if 
you can, 
Says my Lord, Matam: PI ſend i in a — 
dred:-: 
Our fire hips they foon ſtruck thats canons all 
* dumb, * : il. 1 
For the Dons.run to — — Credo; 8 
Great er roars out, ſure the Devil is 
nA 


For th Ivincible Spaniſh Armado. 


wed v2 n et blog 1400105 100 
On Effingham's ſquadron, e al in a 
| breaſt, .... 

Like open-mouth curs they come * i 
His ſugar plumbs kading, they cou'd not di- 
| eſt, 

8 home they ran yelping and howling. 
Whene'er Britain's, foe ſhall with envy agog, 

In our channel make ſuch a bravado ; 
Huzza! my brave boys, we're ſtill able to oy: 

An invincible Spaniſh Armado. 

Both. Huzza! my brave boys, &c. 


1 AN. 
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THE beacon flames, che Turk nqtonke 
© 2: The larum bell goes dingle;} -' t 2509 
We all attend the beat of drum; ds 
Both married men and ſingle. v2 n 
Our Colonel roars, 
They' re at our doors; 
I give the word, 3 
n ies S0 take 1 fivard ;, - JVA. * 200 4 


5 Ind follow me, Fan 
; To victory. ee 9 2 


Tou wits, you kits, wiſe policicians; 
_ nailors, great phyſicians, 
Of Mahometans turn ſound: cheeſes, 
Philoſo hers and haberdaſhers, 
he city train bands. 000 »d 
There we all met 
And our valour in. jd ſo high, | that we 
ſwore, Nina 3.264 
＋ ol, Jol, 1ol. 
Our colonel, bold as Jacky Daw, 


104: , AoWeus! egal af 
He x n * 3 (418 
Win ſpatter Yew, $i 1 claw, 


I ſollow'd like a nagpy e 
The bright firelock, 12 


- 


1 


ep rime and cück Need ge 

; wk z0unds and damn, e he 

We load and ramm 
Preſent and eee 7% 
And __ and wheel, n I 
= 


6 23 ) 


Then with ſuch light, ſo right] ; 
We fight, like eagles, right 
And left wing, fly about. 
15 deer now run, like lions now try a bon, 
Enſign, adjutant, and ſcout. 
©* Dying now, and quick recovering, 
Facing, chacing, quaint manouvering, 
Enfizn, halbert, pioneer, 
| Muſter, bluſter, brigadier, 
© Of city train bands, 
Oh! its amazing to think how eager we were 
to fight, - or to 
Tol, lol, lol. | 


III. 


The colonel's lady ſtep'd ug then 
And ſwore mw honour, 
She'd take to try thoſe Muſſelmen 
The whole command upon om 
Hence threads and ſilk, 
And Ammon milk ; 
And ſolitaires, 
And giggiſh airs; 
Pam's and loo's, 
And how d'ye do's. 


Pon reputation, ma'am I will—wont you, 

Certainly—Heredame, girl, wife, widow, maiden! 
uick with flint, ſteel, matches laden; 

Billet doux—to flames deyote, | 

Coat of mail for petticoat. 

If Cupid comes a ſmiling tripping, 

Givet * urchin 8 whi ping ; 


Give 


cn) 


z - Give it with a rouking dame, the 
| = And ſend him ſniveling to his mammy! 1 
I . We're now the City Bands. 
Ladies ſince our good men have run away; 
du ſee what the Turks REG) 10 fy $q-pur 
Tol, lol, lol! | 
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j Go, wild and fickle rover, 
{ Where laſt your.vows you paid, 
. | Fly round and play the lover 
l To widow, wife, and maid, 
. Late faireſt * fair e eee 
1 ; All mine your fears and ſighs, + :-. 15, 
4 - - Have [ now other features, 17 RY 
| hr Or you got other iP. e ee ee 
1 „„ My anſwer ſhan't 1 — wanting | 
| - When next your pain you tell; 
1 Sweet Sir, tho' you're enchanting, 
© be. - Your tove s a bagatelle. 
18 Say Flora's gifts when coming . 
| An inſect you peep out, © | 
ek. A bee then fond of hummingg 
| Tou pertly buz about. en ee 
When next on Rowe! you ſettle: 


J | | With beetle eye take wing; ; | | 
Ws For Honey court a nettles © * 
4 Exchanging ſg for ſting, | 


% 


ES. 
AIR VII — 


Sweet girls, don t depend on your cong ring 
charms, 
Tho' often "they've triumph'd in love's ſoft 
alarms, 
Tour brilliant eyes ſhoot vollies of ſuch \ pointed | 
darts, : 
The victory | is your, 85 if to conquer hearts. 


1 Antonietta, 
For your noble Queen of enn then à loud 
huzza! 
Eliza s the Word, and we Il win the day. 
Chorus, For 75 noble n *. 
k. 

Old England's a lion ſtretch'd out athis eaſe, 

A ſailor his keeper, his couch the green ſeas: 
Shou'd a monkey dare to chatter, or #tyger claw, 

Lind tremble at his roar as he lifts his Paw. 


Jollyboat. 
For our noble Queen of England then a loud 
 huzza, | 
Eliza's the word, and we'll win the day. 
Chorus. For our noble Queen, &c. 


AIR YVII-—Fxarr. 
Weatherbang, ' Funk, Jollyboat, Cricolo, Dora, 
Baba, Antonietta, and Teręſa. 
WeaTHERBANG. : 


LET's all fit down to ſupper boys, 
. Tis time to crack our biſcuit] 


E Juxx, 


3269 


We'll. drink hd. 1 a roari * noiſe ; ; | 
"Then 450 FER friſk i N 
Well 2 res 
Ang ven h ah ee, yoo evo 24... wwoY 
BaBa. FP 775 


un wine, 'tis al but flaſh in pan, M ebd. 
Their love is mere puff cutting; 

Is woman goad for drunben man 
When he is good for nothing? 
Cee eee 2A 


ere 


— 


ſow 1009 1 
3 6 . k 4 
* 
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Carcorg. | 
Well faid Bully Baba, la! 7. 


LS 4 + 


Egad, like her notion, 255 5 eee 

Brown muſkęt in her lily pa, 388 

So nimble in her motions. 4 
Cnokvs. 


e me & Kc. N 


5 Ti 0 den 2. 
come hold your clack, you nincompoop, 
Let's ha ho more, your jeering; * | 
To huſband's ſway before I _ 


I'll go a muſketeering. 
Cnon vs. Io huſband's, &c: a 


** ' *ANTONIETTA. 
Away then thimbles, needles, thread ; - 
And if the Turk's uncivil. 
Up with our pattens, ſtrike him dead, 
And kick him to the devil. / 
Choxus. Up with our, &. 


- 
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27 ) 
„ STELLA. 


This truth we prove by conſtancy, 
Such ſweet reward poſſeſſing ; 
When true Love bloſſoms on the tree, 
The fruit is every bleſſing. 
Cnonus.—— When true Love, . 


Jor Y BOAT. 

On every face let ſmiles be ſeen, 

Oh crown our Lyne endeavours ! 
WZATRHERBAN OG. . 


In as of fair England's queen, 
Beſtow on us your favours! 
Con every face, &c. 


THE END 
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